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these days we walk
these days we cry
these days we walk
  to know we're stuck
  but still not trapped
these days we cry
  to know our life
  but still our path
has eluded
us

these days we walk
these days we try
these days we walk
  to dive subconscious
  but far below moral
these days we try
  to strive above us
  and our petty evils
still consume
us

these days we walk
someday we'll fly
these days we walk
  to bend our truth
  but warm our lies
someday we'll fly
  beyond this tomb
  where under we die
only within
us
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The day I wrote this I walked home at lunch - around 12:10.  I was feeling a little out of sorts and clearing my mind seemed in the best of interests.  When I was walking home pieces of what I have here were popping in and out of my mind.  Things like we can be subconsciously "moral", but there is a layer even below that where our own evils reside.  And that walking helps me to feel that even when I'm stuck somewhere, I am not trapped there.  The moment I walked in the door I wrote it down.  Then I made three mustard, cheese, and turkey sandwhiches.  One for me and two for Melissa - she actually ate both of them and thanked me.  Wow.  These days I walk ... someday I will fly ...